HUNGARIAN   TRAGEDY
and his enemy, beneath his eyes. In good times he has enough to
eat, he can kill half a dozen chickens for his Sunday meal if he has
a guest coming and think nothing of it, he makes his own wine
from the grapes he grows, and often this is his only consolation,
but money, coins, those metal disks and pieces of paper, these are
hard to come by, in Hungary, in these times, and when he gets
them he usually has to hand them over to the Jewish banker in
the market town, who holds his mortgage, or the tax-collector,
who leaves him little rest.
Then we went to the little inn again. It had been transformed
for this festival of the wine harvest. The walls and ceiling had
been strung with vine-leaves, so that it was a bower, and among
the leaves, put there by the girls, giggling together, were many
little packets, containing a sweet or a cake or some small gift.
The young men continually tried to secure one of these packets
without being seen, but they would have been annoyed if they
hadn't been detected, because that meant arrest by the girl,
or girls, who saw them, and indictment before the judge of the
festival and his wife, who sat in a corner, and payment of a fine —
and a dance with the girl.
Then there was the rite of the dance with the judge's wife, who
was only his wife for the purpose of the festival. The young men
continually presented themselves for a dance with her, and the
judge, by tradition, became very angry, and sent them about their
business and warned her to mind hers, and then in the end she
told him saucily that she meant to have a dance anyway and he,
with his false nose and whiskers, pretended to be furious, but she
was off and away, stamping her feet in the Czardas, her arms on
the shoulders of a stalwart young man and everybody very
jolly, with the music playing faster and faster, and the couples
dancing quicker and quicker, and the wine flowing freely and
smoke rising to the ceiling.
A merry evening. Round about, while those lads and girls
danced and danced, the very picture of what a village festival
should be, what village festivals perhaps once were in England,
if that merry England ever existed, sat the older men, with their
117

